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PREFACE. 



This book has been prepared for the use of ele- 
mentarj schools. My object, however, was to 
sekct, not so much the easiest poetry, as that 
which appeared best calculated to leave beneficial 
and durable impressions upon the hearts and 
minds of young persons. I believe that there 
are few pieces in this volume which, with proper 
care, cannot be made intelligible and interesting 
to boys and girls in the upper classes of most 
national schools. It is intended to be used both 
as a reading book for the classes which ^e accus- 
tomed to use books containing some general* in- 
formation, and as a lesson book, to be taken home 
by the children, in order that poems, selected and 
previously explained by the teacher, may be 
committed to memory. 

I have to express my very sincere and grateful 
thanks to those distinguished writers, who have 
permitted me to make so many extracts from 
their works. 
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POETRY FOR ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS, 



FART Z. 



AN ANTHEM. 

Let all the world in eyery comer sinff, 

My God and King! 

The heayens are not too high, 
His praise may thither fly : 
The earth is not too low, 
His praises there may grow. 

Let all the world in eveiy comer sing, 

My God and King! 

The earth with peakns must shout, 
No door can keep them out : 
But aboye all, the heart 
Must bear the longest pai*t. 

Let all the world in eyery comer sing. 

My God and Sling! 

Hesbebt. 
B 2 
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COUPLETS. 



"Who read a chapter when they rise, 
Shall ne'er be troubled with ifl eyes. 

Who shuts his hand, liath lost his gold: 
"Who opens it, hath it twice told. 

Who goes to bed, and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights to every day. 

Who by aspersions throw a stone 
At the head of others, hit their owli. 

Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Finds himself there, and seeks to rise. 

Hebbebt. 



Despise not little sins — the gallant ship may sink. 
Though only drop by drop the watery tide it drink. 

Sin not till left, will duly sinful seem ; 

A man must waken first ere he can tell his dream. 

Would'st thou do harm, and yet unharm'd thyself 

abide? 
None ever struck another, save through his own side. 

When thou hast thankM thy God for every blessing 

sent. 
What time will then remain for murmurs or lament P 

Thou canst not choose but serve — man*s lot is ser- 
vitude. 
But thou hast this much choice, a bad lord or a good. 

Sin, like a serpent, where its head an entrance finds. 
Easily its whole length of body after winds. 

Digitized byLjiOOQlC 
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All noblest things are still the commonest : every place 
Has water, light and aur, and Grod's abounding grace. 

A thousand blessing Lord, to us thou dost impart : 
We ask one blessing more, O Lord — a thankful 
heart. 

B. C. Trench. 



ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Because the world might not pretend 
It knew not of thy coming day, 
Thou didst, O Christ, before thee send 
A Crier to prepare tiiy way : 
Thy kingdom was the bliss he brought^ 
Bepentance was the way he taught. 

And that his yoice might not alone 
Inform us what we should believe. 
His life declared what must be done. 
If thee we purpose to receive : 
His life our pattern therefore make, 
That we the course he took may take. 

Let us not gad to pleasure's court, 
With fruitless toys to feed the mind ; 
Nor to that wilderness resort. 
Where reeds are shaken with the wind : 
But tread the path he trod before 
That both, a prophet was and more. 

Clad in repentant cloth of hair, 
Let us, O Christ (to seek out lliee), 
To those forsaken walls repair. 
Which of so few frequented be ; 
And true repentance so intend. 
That we our courses may amend. 

B 3 
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Let us hereafter feed upon 
The honey of the Word divine ; 
Let us the world's enticement shun, 
Her dregs and her delicious wine : 
And on o\xr loins (so loose that are), 
The leathern belt of temperance wear. 

Thas from the Crier let us learn, 
For thee, sweet Jesus, to prepare. 
And others of their sins to warn, 
However for the same we fare ; 
So thou to us, and we to thee / 
Shall when thou comest welcome be. 

WlTHEBS. 



HYMN FOR ADVENT. 

Hosanna to the living Lord ! 
Hosanna to th* incarnate word ! 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King, 
Let earth, let heaven Hosanna sing — 
Hosanna Lord, Hosanna in the Highest! 

Hosanna Lord, thine angels cry, 
Hosanna Lord, thy saints reply ; 
Above, beneath us, and around, 
The dead and living swell the sound — 
Hosanna Lord, Hosanna in the Highest ! 

But chiefest in our cleansed breast^ 
Eternal, bid thy Spirit rest, 
And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure and worthy thee ! 

Hosanna Lord, Hosanna in the Highest I 
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Lo, in the last and dreadful day, 
When earth and heaven shall melt away, 
Thy flock redeem'd from sinful stain, 
Shall swell the sound of praise again — 
Hosanna Lord, Hosanna in the Highest I 



CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the moming, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid I 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid! 

Cold on his cradle the dewdrops are shining I 
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the stall I 
Angels adore him in slumber reclining, 
MaSier, and Monarch, and Saviour of all ! 

Say, shall we yield him, in costl;^ devotion, 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine ; 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each costly oblation ; 
Vainly with gold would his favour secure , 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aia! 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning. 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 

Hebeb. 
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THE PROPHET CHILD. 

Within the temple slept the child, 

The after-prop of Israel's fame, 
When o'er his slumbers, calm and mild, 

The summons of Jehovah came. 

The call was heard, the child awoke : 
With beating heart and bended knee, 

The future ju(%e and prophet spoke, — 
" Speak, Lord, thy servant heareth thee." 

Oh, when we hear Jehovah's voice 

Breaking the slumber of the soul, 
So may we rise, and so rejoice. 

So bend our will to his controul I 

His summons calls us even now : 
Oh, may each instant answer be, — 

** Father, to thy commands I bow — 
Speak, for thy servant heareth thee." 

S. C. Hali, 



TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 

"^t|ord, when we seek thy throne of grace. 

To crave a blessi&g tiiere, 
O let not earthly thiiigs have plaxje 

Unduly in our prayer. 

To know that 'tis thy bounteous hand 

Our daily bread bestows ; 
To feel it is from thy command 

Each added blessing flows. 
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Tills we may humbly know and feel, 

But let not worldly store 
One thought excite which would reveal 

A craving thirst for more. 

Thou knowest well what things we need : 

Oh give us faith to see 
That such necessities can plead 

Their own brief wants with thee. 

But teach us in the solemn hour 

Of supplication, still 
Simply to crave of thee the power 

To do thy holy will. 

To feel that thy protecting care 

From evil is our shield ; 
To see, in dark temptations' snare, 

The arm for us revealed. 

Be such our prayers ! for all beside 

Thy word a pledge shall be, 
For tnou hast promised to provide 

For all who follow thee. 

Babiiabd Barton 



A FUNERAL HYMN 

Beneath our feet, and o'er our head, 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, 

Above us is the heaven ! 

Their names are graven on the stone. 
Their bones are in the clay^; 

And ere another day is done. 
Ourselves may be as they. 
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Death rides on every passing breeze, 

He lurks in every flower, 
Each season has its own disease, 

Its peril every hour I 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 

Of vouth's soft cheek decay. 
And fate descend in sudden night 

On manhood^s middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feeblv tVards the tomb ; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage. 
And dreams of days to come ? 

Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread, 
The earth rings hollow from below. 

And warns thee of her dead I 

Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bones that underneath thee lie 

^hall live for hell or heaven. 

Bishop Hebeb. 



CHRIST S ENTRY INTO JERUSAiBM. 

Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 

Hark, all the tribes Hosanna cry ! 

Thy humble beast pursues his road. 

With palms and scattered garments strewed. 

Ride on I ride on in majesty I 

In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 

O Christ f thy triumphs now begin 

O'er captive death and conquered sin. 
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Hide on I ride on in majesty ! 
The winged squadrons of the sky 
Look down, with sad and wondering eyes, 
To see the approaching sacrifice I 

Hide on ! ride on in majesty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die I 
Bow thy meek head to mortal pain, 
Then take, O God ! thy power and reign I 

MUJiiAN. 



THE CEUCIFIXION. 

Bound upon the accursed tree, 
Faint and bleeding, who is He ? — 
By the eyes so pafe and dim. 
Streaming blood and writhing limb, 
By the flesh with scourges torn. 
By the crown of twisted thorn. 
By. the side so deeply pierced, 
By the baflied burning thirst, 
Bj the drooping death-dew'd brow, 
Son of Man I 'tis Thou, 'tis Thou ! 

Bound upon the accursed tree. 
Dread and awful, who is He ? — 
By the sun at noonday pale, 
Snivering rocks, and rending veil. 
By earth that trembles at his doom. 
By yonder saints who burst their tomb, 
By £2den, promised ere He died 
To the felon at his side. 
Lord I our suppliant knees we bow. 
Son of Grod ! *tis Thou, 'tis Thou I 

MlLMAV, 
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FUNERAL ANTHEM. 

Brother, thou art gone before us, 
And thy saintly soul is flown, 
Where tears are wiped from every eye 
And -sorrow is unknown ; 
From the burthen of the flesh. 
And from care and fear released. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling 
And the weary are at rest. 

The toilsome way thqu'st travelled o'er. 

And borne the heavy load, 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feefc 

To reach his blest abode ; 

Thou'rt sleeping now, like Lazarus 

Upon his Father's breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

Sin can never taint thee now. 

Nor doubt thy faith assail, 

Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ 

And the Holy Spirit fail : 

And there thou'rt sure to meet- the good, 

Whom on earth thou lovedst best, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weai-y are at rest. 

" Earth to earth," and " dust to dust," 

The solemn priest hath said ; 

So we lay the turf above thee now, 

And we seal thy narrow bed : 

But thy spirit, brother, soars away 

Among the faithful blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 
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And when the Lord shall summon ns, 

Whom thou hast left behind, 

May we, untainted by the world. 

As sure a welcome find ; 

May each, like thee, depart in peace, 

To be a glorious guest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest. 

MiLMAN. 



A PRAYER. 

Lord I who art merciful as well as just, 
Licline thine ear to me, a child of dust ! 
Not what I would, O Lord 1 I offer thee, 
Alas ! but what I can. 
Father Almighty, who hast made me man. 
And bade me look to heaven, for thou art there, 
Accept my sacrifice and humble prayer. 
Four things which are not in thy treasury, 
I lay before thee, Lord, with this petition : 
My nothingness, my wants. 
My sinp, and my contrition. 

SouTnET. 



THE SIGNS OP RAJN. 

The hollow winds begin to blow. 
The clouds look black, the glass is low, 
The soot falls down, the spaniels sleep, 
And spiders from their cobwebs peep. 
Hark ! how the chairs and tables crack ; 
Old Betty's joints are on the rack ; 
Loud quack the ducks, the peacocks cry, 
The distant hills are seeming nigh. 
How restless are the snorting swine ! 
The busv Hies disturb the kine : 



d by Google 



14 POETBY FOB 

Low o*er the grass the swallow wiiiffs, 
The cricket too how sharp he sings? 
Fuss on the hearth, with velvet paws, 
Sits wiping o'er her whisker'd jaws ; 
Through uie clear stream the fishes rise, 
And nimbly catch the incautious flies ; 
The frog has changed his yellow vest, 
And in a russet coaK is drest ; 
My dog, so altered in his taste, 
Quits mutton bones — on grass to feast; 
And see yon rooks, how odd their flight^ 
Thev imitate the gliding kite. 
And seem precipitate to fall, 
As if they felt tne piercing ball. — 
T'will surely rain. I see with sorrow 
Our jaunt must be put off to-morrow. 

Jenneb. 



ADDRESS TO A CHILD. 

BY A PBMALB FRIEND OP THB AUTHOR. 

What way does the wind come? What way does 

he go ? 
He rides over the water, and over the snow, 
Through wood, and through vale; and o'er rocky 

height, 
Which the goat cannot climb, takes his sounding 

flight; 
He tosses about in every bare tree, 
As, if you look up, you plainly may see ; 
But how he wiU come, and whither he goes, 
There's never a scholar in England knows. 

He will suddenly stop in a cunning nook. 

And ring a sharp larum; — but, if you should look, 

There's nothing to see but a cushion of snow 

Round as a pillow, and whiter than milk, 

And softer tnan if it were covered with silk. 
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Sometimes he'll hide in the caye of a rock. 

Then whistle as shrill as the buzzard cock ; 

— Yet seek him, — and what shall you find in the place ? 

Nothing but silence and empty space ; 

Save, in a comer, a heap of dry leaves, 

That he*s left, for a bed, to beggars or thieves I 

As soon as 't is daylight, to-morrow, with me 
You shall go to the orchard, and then you will see 
That he has been there, and made a great rout, 
And cracked the branches, and strewn them about ; 
Heaven frant that he spare but that one upright twig 
That looked up at the sky so proud and big 
All last summer, as well you know. 
Studded with apples, a beautifVd show I 

Hark ! over the roof he makes a pause, 

And growls as if he would fix his claws 

Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle 

Drive them down, like men in a battle : 

— But let him range round ; he does us no harm, 

We build up Ae toe, we 're snug and warm ; 

Untouch*d by his breath see the candle shines bright, 

And bums with a clear and steady light ; 

Books have we to read, — but that half-stified knell, 

Alas I *t is the sound of the eight o'clock bell. 

— Come now we *11 to bed I and when we are there 
He may work his own will, and what shall we care ? 
He may knock at the door, — we 'U not let him in ; 
May drive at the windows, — we '11 laugh at his din ; 
Let him seek his own home wherever it be ; 
Here's a cozie warm House for Edward and me. 

Wordsworth. 
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BIRD IN A GAGE. 

Oh who would keep a little bird confined, 
AVhen cowslip bells are nodding in the wind, 
When every hedge as with " Good morrow" rings, 
And heard from wood to wood the blackbird sings ? 
Oh who would keep a little bird confined 
In his cold wiry prison ? Let him fly, 
And hear him sing, " How sweet is liberty." 

Bowles. 



THE CRICKET. 

Little inmate, full of mirth, 
Chirping on my kitchen hearth. 
Wheresoever be thine abode, 
Always harbinger of good. 
Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft and siVeet ; 
Li return thou shalt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus thjr praise shall be exjpress'd, 
Inoffensive, welcome guest f 
While the rat is on the scout. 
And the mouse with curious snout, 
With what vermin else infest 
Ev'ry dish, and spoil the best ; 
Frisking thus before the fire, 
Thou hast all thine heart's desire. 

Though in voice and shape they be 
Form d as if akin to thee. 
Thou surpassest, happier far, 
Hapjuest grasshoppers that are ; 
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Theirs is but a summer's song, 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpaired, and shrill, and clear, 
Melody throughout the ye^. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, 
Puts a period to thy play ; 
Sing then — and extend tiiy span 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In repining discontent, 
Lives not, aged though he be, 
Half a span compared with thee. 

COWPER 



TO A BEE. 

Thou wert out betimes, thou busy busy bee I 
As abroad I took my early way, 
Before the cow from her resting place 
Had risen up, and left her trace 
On the meadow with dew so gay, 
I saw thee, thou busy busy bee ! 

Thou wert alive, thou busy busy bee I 
When the crowd in their sleep were dead; 
Thou wert abroad in the freshest hour, 
When the sweetest odour comes from the flower ; 
Man will not learn to leave his Ufeless bed, 
And be wise and copy thee, thou busy busy bee I 

Thou wert working lu*o thou busy bee I 

Afler the Mi of the oi tiiS-^o^^^» 

I heard thee last aat^^^ thee first, ^ , ^ 

When the primrose..*; ^^ vAosaom was ready to burst, 

In the coolness of tk^X*©^ \,\uahour 

I heard ihee, thou ^% e^f^sy heel 

W 
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Thou art a miser, thou busy busy bee ! 

Late and early at employ ; 

Still on thy golden stores intent, 

Thy youth in heaping and hoarding is spent 

What thy age will never enjoy ; 

I will not copy thee, thou miserly bee ! 

Thou art a fool, thou busy busy bee ! 

Thus for another to toil ; 

Thy master waits till thy work is done, 

Till the latest flowers of the ivjr are gone. 

And then he will seize the spoil. 

And will murder thee, thou poor little bee ! 

SOUTUET. 



THE HUMMING BIRD. 

The humming bird ! — the humming bird I 

So fairy like and bright ; 
It lives among the sunny flowers, 

A creature of delight I 

In the radiant islands of the East, 

Where fragrant spices grow, 
A thousand, thousand humming birds 

Are glancing to and fro. 

There builds her nest, the humming bird> 

Within the ancient wood. 
Her nest of silky cotton down. 

And rears her tiny brood. 

She hangs it to a slender twiff, 
Where waves it light and free. 

As the campanero trolls his song. 
And rocks the mighty tree. 
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All crimson is her shining breast, 

Like to the red, red rose ; 
Her wing the chungefiil green and blue 

That me neck of the peacock shows. 

Thou happy, happy humming bird, 

No winter round thee lowers, 
Thou never saw'st a leafless tree, 

Nor land without sweet flowers I 

A reign of summer's joyfulness 

To thee for life is ffiven ; 
Thy food, the honey m the flower, 

Thy drink, the dew from heaven. 

Thou little shining creature, 

God saved thee from the flood. 
With ea^le of the mountain land. 

And tiger of the wood I 

Who cared to save the elephant, 

He, also, cared for thee, 
And gave those broad lands for thy home, 
* 'VMiere grows the cedar tree ! 

Mary Howitt. 



GOD SPEED THE PLOUGH. 

The teams are waiting in the field. 

The ploughmen all a-row ; 
And brisk and gay as birds in May, 

They make a goodly show. 
Hie farmer stands, and sees all hands 

Tum'd out and ready now ^ 
Yet ere they §titrt, with all our heart 

We 'U say, (^od speed the plough. 
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We plough the field ; but He must yield 

His sunshine and his rains : 
In hope we plough, in hope we sow, 

That He will bless our pains. 
'Tb even weight, and furrow straight, 

That bears away the bell ; 
So oiFI and now God speed the plough, 

And send the ploughman well. 

Nealb. 



MY MOTHER. 

Who fed me from her gentle breast, 
And bush*d me in her arms to rest. 
And on my cheek her bosom prest ? 

My Mother. 

When sleep forsook my open eye, 

Who was it sung sweet .lullaby, 

And rock'd me that I should not cry ? 

My Mother. 

Who sat and watch*d my infant head, 
When sleeping in my cradle-bed. 
And tears of sweet aifection shed ? 

My Mother, 

When pain and sickness made me cry. 
Who gazed upon my heavy 6ye, 
And wept for fear tnat I should die ? 

My Mother. 

Who ran to help me when I fell, 
And would some pretty story tell. 
Or kiss the part to make it well ? 

My Mother. 
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Who taught my infant lips to pray, 
To love God's holy word and day, 
And walk in wisdom's pleasant way ? 

My Mother. 

And can I ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to thee, 
Who wast so very kind to me, 

My Mother ? 

no I the thought I cannot bear ; 
And, if God please my life to spare, 

1 hope I shall reward thy care, 

My Mother. 

When thou art feeble, old, and gray. 
My healthy arm shall be thy stay. 
And 1 will soothe thy pains away. 

My Mother. 

And when I see thee hang thy head, 
'T will be my turn to watch thy bed. 
And tears ot sweet affection shed, 

My Mother. 

Anonymous. 



PATHEH WILLIAM. 

" You are old, father William," the young man cried, 
** The few locks that arc left you are gray ; 

You are hale, father WiUia^^ a hearty old man. 
Now teU me the t^vl.'^V^I'^'' 

«* In the days of ivv^ .^. " fetlier Waiiam replied, 

"Iremember'd^^ Y^^^^itlx ^o^^ ^T ^^* ' ^ , 
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** You are old, father William,'* the young man cried, 
" And pleasui-es with youth pass away : 

And yet you lament not the days that are gone, 
Now tell me the reason, I pray?" 

" In the days of my youth," faAer William replied, 
** I remembered thlat youth could not last ; 

I thought of the future whatever I dfd» 
That I never might grieve for the past.** 

** You are old, father William," the young man cried, 

" And life must be hastening away ; 
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death, 

Now tell me the reason, I pray ?** 

** I am cheerful, young man," father William replied, 
** Let the cause thy attention engage : 

In the days of my youth I remembered my God, 
And he hath not forgotten my age." 

SOUTHET 



LUCY GRAF. 

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray . 
And, when I crossed the wild, 
I chanced to see at break of day 
The solitary child. 

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew ; 
She dwelt on a wide moor, — 
The sweetest thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door I 

You yet may spy the fawn at play, 
The hare upon tne green. 
But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be. seen. 
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" To-night will be a stormy night — 
You to the town must go ; 
And take a lantern, child, to light 
Your mother through the snow." 

"That, father ! will I gladly do : 
'T is scarcely afternoon — 
The minster-clock has just struck two, 
And yonder is the moon." 

At this the father raised his hook, 
And snapped a faggot-band ; 
He plied his work ; — and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the moimtain roe : 
With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powdery snow, 
That rises up like sm(^e. 

The storm came on before its lime : 
She wandered up and down ;^ 
And many a hill did Lucy climb ; 
But never reached the town. 

I* 
The wretched parents all that night 
"Went shouting far and wide ; 
But there was neither sound nor sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-breat oH »• ^^ ^^^ ®*^^ 
That overJoQV A t\l^ ^^^ '^ . , ^ 
And thence tv^^ \a^ \5tte\>TiAge o£ 
A furiong fv,^ W C^\X ^^^^^ 



-wood, 
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Half breathless from the steep hill's edge 
They tracked the footmarks small ; 
And through the broken hawthorn-hedge, 
And bj the long stone-wall ; 

And then an open field they cross'd : 
The marks were still the same ; 
They tracked them on, nor ever lost ; 
And to the bridge they came. 

They followed from the snowy bank 
Those footmarks, one by one, 
Into the middle of the plank ; 
And further there were none ! 

Yet some maintain that to this day 
She is a living child ; 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

O'er rough and smooth she trips along. 
And never looks behind ; 
And sings a solitary song 
That whistles, in the wind. 

WORDSWOKTH. 



WE ARE SEVEN. 

A simple child, 

That lightly draws its breath, 
And feels its life in every limb. 
What should it know of death ? 

I met a little cottage girl : 
She was eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was tnick with many a curl 
That clustered round her head. 
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She liad a nistic, woodland air, 
And she was wildly clad ; 
Her eyes were fair, and very fair ; 
— Her beauty made me glad. 

" Sisters and brothers, little maid, 
How many may you be ?" 
" How many ? Seven in all," she said. 
And wondering look'd at me. 

" And where are they ? I pray you tell.** 
She answer'd, " Seven are we ; 
And two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 

" Two of us in the church-yard lie. 
My sister and my brother ; 
And, in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother." 

" You say that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 
Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you tell. 
Sweet maid, how this may oe." 

Then did the little maid reply, 
" Seven boys and girls are we ; 
Two of us m the church-yard Ue, 
Beneath the church- yard tree." 

" You run about HVV ^^^^ maid. 
Your Jimbs th^y ' .-c «^^^^ '^ 
If two ai-e in +\: ^^t-cV-^a-T^d Wa, 
Then ;.e are ^^Vc^^r' 
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" My stockings there I often knit, 
My kerchief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I sit — 
I sit and sing to them. 

" And often after sun-set, Sir, 
When it is light and fair, 
I take my litUe porringer, 
And eat my supper there. 

^^ The first that died was little Jane ; 
In bed she moaning lay, 
Till God released her of her pain ; 
And then she went away. 

" So in the church-yard she was laid ; 
And when the grass was dry, 
Together round her grave we played. 
My brother John and I. 

" And when the ground was white with snow 

And I coidd run and slide, 

My brother John was forced to go, 

And he lies by her side." 

" How many are you, then," said I, 
" If they two are in Heaven ? " 
The little maiden did reply, 
" O Master ! we are seven." 

" But they are dead ; those two are dead ! 
Their spirits are in Heaven ! " 
'T was throwing words away : for still 
The little maid woidd have her will. 
And said, " Nay, we are seven ! " 

Wordsworth. 
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THE INCHCAPE ROCK. 



No stir in the air, no stir in the sea 
The ship was still as she could be ; 
Her sails from heaven received no motion, 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign or sound of their shock, 
The waves flowed over the Inchcape rock ; 
So little they rose, so little they fell, 
Ihey did not move the Inchcape bell. 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock : 
On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung. 
And o*er the waves its warning rung. 

When the Rock was hid by the surges' swell, 
The mariners heard the warning bell ; 
And then thev knew the perilous rock, 
And bless'd the Abbot of Aberbrothok. 

The sun in heaven was shining gay, 

All thinffs were joyful on that day ; 

The sea oirds scream'd as they wheerd round, 

And there was joyance in their sound. 

The buoy of the Inchcape Rock was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green : 
Sir Ralph the Rovex^ w^l^^^^ "^^ deck, 
And he fixed his ey^ qvl tkie darker speck. 

He felt the cheer? ^v rc^ex oi sprmg •, 
It made him.whi^i^Sp 1? ^LjaiaielQim sing \ 
His heart was ,w}H^ \\\Zl^^y^ 
But the Rover V^^/0). %^ Vvc^tedneas. 



^ 



i> 



i 



^iaitB^i b^^OOQ IC 



28 rOKTAY FOB 

His eye was on the Inchcape float; 
Quoth he, " My men, put out the boat, 
And row me to the Lichcape Rock, 
And 1*11 plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 

The boat is lower'd, the boatmen row, 
And to the Inchcape Rock they go ; 
Sir Ralph bent over from the boat, 
And he cut the bell of the Inchcape float. 

Down sunk the bell with a gurgling sound ; 
The bubbles rose and bw:st around ; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, " The next who comes to the Rock 
Will bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok.*' 

Sir Ralph the Rover sail'd away ; 
He scoured the seas for many a day ; 
And now grown rich with plunder'd store. 
He steers his course for Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky 
They cannot see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gale aU day. 
At evening it hath died away. 

On the deck the Rover takes his stand. 
So dark it is they see no land ; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, " It will be lighter soon. 
For there is the dawn of the rising moon." 

" Canst hear," said one, " the breakers roar ? 
For methinks we should be near the shore." 
" Now where we are I cannot tell, 
But I wish we could hear the Inchcape bell." 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong ; 
Though the wind hath fallen they drift along. 
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock: — 
" The Rock I it is the Inchape Rock ! ^ 
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Sir Ralph tlie Rover tore Lis hair ; 
He cursed himself in his despair ; 
The waves rush in on every side, 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But even in his dying fear 
One dreadful sound coidd the Rover hear, — 
A sound as if with the Tnchcape bell 
The, fiends below were ringing his knell. 

SOUTHET 



Djaitiz 
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Fragrant steams from oak-leaves sere, 
Peat and moss and whortles green, 

Dews that jet are glistening clear 

Through their brown or briery screen. 

Hie we through the autumnal wood, 

Pausing where the echoes dwell, 
Boys, or men of bojish mood, 

Trying how afar they swell. 
Haply down some opening glade 

Under the old grey tower we see. 
Underneath whose solemn shade 

Jesus risen hath sworn to be. 

He hath sworn, for there will meet 

Two or three in His great name, 
"Waiting till their incense sweet 

Feel llis heaven-descended flame. 
Day by day that old grey tower 

Tells its tale, and week by week 
In their tranquil hoary bower. 

To the unleam'd its shadows speak. 

Keblb 



THE BOY WITH THE FIVE LOAVES. 

' If thou hast little, do thy diligence gladly to give of that little 

What time the Saviour spread His feast 
For thousands on the mountain's side, 

One of the last and least 
The abundant store supplied. 

Haply the wonders to behold, 
A boy, 'mid other boys he came, 

A lamb of Jesus* fold, 

Though now unknown by name. 
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Or for hig sweet obedient ways 

The Apostles brought him near, to share 
Their Lord's laborious days, 

His frugal basket bear. 

Or might it be his duteous heart 

That led him sacrifice to bring 
For his own simple part, 

To the world's hidden King ? 

Well may I guess how glow'd his cheek, 

How he look*d down, half pride half fear : 
Far off he saw one speak 
* Of him in Jesus* eai*. 

'* There is a lad — five loaves hath he, 
And fishes twain : — but what are they 

Where hungry thousands be ?" 
Nay, Christ will find a way. 

In order on the fresh green hill 

The mighty Shepherd ranks his sheep 

By tens and fifties, still 

As clouds when breezes sleei). 

Oh, who can tell the trembling joy, 
Who paint the grave endearing look. 

When from the favoured boy 
The wondrous pledge He took ? 

Keep thou, dear cJiild, ^^^ ^^^7 ^^^,}. 

Bring him thy l.pat ; ^^^ knovs but lift 
For His etemalV^^^A 

May take sot^^^^^ oi ^^^^ 

Thou prayeat v. . -tbe ^^^ ^ 'J^^ 

But kneel i JVj , ,,i3* ^ v^^^^"^^ 
Su^ prayer ^\\>^-. "^t 
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And prayer has might to spread and ctow. 

Thy childish darts, right-aimed on high, 
May catch Heaven's fire, and glow 

1 ar in the eternal sky : 

Even as he made that stripling^s store 
Type of the feast by him decreed, 

Where angels might adore, 
And soSs for ever feed. 

Klble. 



'. THE DISCIPLES GOING TO EMMAUS. 

It happened on a solemn eventide, 
Soon after He that was our Surety died, 
Two bosom friends, each pensively inclin*d. 
The scene of all those sorrows left behind, 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of tne great event : 
They spaxe of him they loved, of him whose life. 
Though blameless, had incurred perpetual strife, 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 
A deep memorial ^aven on their heai'ts. 
The recollection, like a vein of ore. 
The farther traced, enrich'd them still the more ; 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared t' have done ; 
T* exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wonder'd he should die. 
Ere yet they brought their journey to en end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous as a friend. 
And ask^d them, with a kind, engaging air. 
What their affiction was, and begg d a share. 
Informed, he gathered up the broken thread. 
And, truth and wisdom gi*acing all he said. 
Explained, illustrated, and searched so well 
The tender theme, on which they chose to dwell. 



d by Google 



Thai, reaching home, "The nighty they said, is near. 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here" — 
The new acquaintance soon became a guest. 
And, made so welcome at their simple feast. 
He blessed the bread, but vanished at the word, 
And left them both exclaiming, " 'Twas the Lord I 
Did not our hearts feel all he deigned to say ? 
Did not they burn within us by the way ? " 
Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and such as God approves : 
Their views, indeed, were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being aim'd at him. 
Christ "and his character their only scope, 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel, 
Anci, wanting him to loose the sacred seal, 
Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 
To spread the newborn glories in their view. 

COWPEB. 



THE widow's mite. 

Amid the crowd 
Of rich adorers came a humble form, — 
A widow, meek as poverty doth make 
Her children I with a look of sad content 
Her mite within the treasure heap slie cast : 
Then, timidly as bashful twilight, stole 
From out the Temple. But lier lowly gift 
Was witnessed by an eye, whose mercy views 
In motive all that onnsecTatea a deed 
To goodness ; So k Vi\cSft'^ ^^ widow's mite 



To goodness ; So v vAeSft'd \he widow s mite 
Beyond the gift>. He *^*;^Aiae wealth \)e8tow d. 
Thus is it^ Lora %^V^^ee-. ^^^^^^^^ ^" ^^'''''' 
And all the wa^J -tf l^"^. AAen Wi^'^o^ ^^^^ ^ 
Works in % ?^U ^) \vV^^rjes\)eiieath the sum 

That lurk in | ^m^ ^O^^ .^A ^e 
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Unnoticed, like tke trodden flowers which fall 
Beneath a proud man*s foot, to thee are known. 
And written with a sunbeam in the Book 
Of Life, where mercj fills the brightest page. 

11. MOKTGOMBBT. 



A SABBATH MORN. 

Sweet Sabbath mom ! from childhood's dimpled 
prime 
Tve loY^d to hail thj calm-renewing time ; 
Soft steal thj bells upon the tranced mind. 
In fairy cadence floatm^ on the wind. 
Telling of friends and times long flown away. 
And pensive hopes harmonious with the day. 

On thy still dawn, while holy music peals. 
And far around the lingering echo steals, 
What heart communes not with the day's repose. 
And, lull'd by angel-dreams, forgets its woes ; 
Who, in His temple, gives to Grod a prayer. 
Nor feels a portrait of bright Heaven is there? — 
The melting stillness of the vaulted pile, 
Where gathered hearts their homage breathe awhile, 
The mingled burst, of penitential si^hs, 
The choral anthem pealing to the skies. 
Exalt the soul to energies sublime, 
And thoughts that reach beyond the realm of time ! 

Emblem of peace ! upon the village plain 
Thou dawn'st a blessing to the toil-worn swain : 
Soon as thy smiles along the upland l>lay. 
His bosom gladdens witii the briffht'ning day ; 
Humble and happy, to his lot resigned. 
He owns the inward Sabbath of the mind. 

And when, with low-drawn sighs of love and 
fear. 
His suppliant vows have woo'd Jehovah's ear. 
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Serene tlie thoughts that o*er his bosom steal, 

As home he wanders from the Sabl>ath meal : 

There shall kind plenty wear her sweetest smiles : 

There shall his ruddy children play their wiles ; 

While the fond mother, lapp'd m wordless joy, 

Fondles with frequent kiss her infant boy. 

At noon, a ramble round the burial-ground, 

A moral tear on some lamented mound ; 

Or breezy walk along the green expanse. 

Where endless verdure charms the ling'ring glance ; 

These are the wonted blessings of the day. 

That all his weekly toils and woes repay : 

And when the shroud of night hath veird the view. 

And star- gleams twinkle on the meadow dew. 

Some elder boy beside his father*s knee 

Shall stand and read tV Eternal History ; 

Or household prayer, or chanted hymn shall close 

The hour that charms him to a sweet repose. 

R. MONTOOBfBBY 



THE DEATH OF THE YOUNG. 

It matt-ers little at what hour o* the day 
The righteous falls asleep ; death cannot come 
To him untimely who is fit to die. 
The less of this cold world, the more of heaven. 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality. 

MlLMAK 



A PARABLE. 

There went a man through Syrian land . 
Leading a camel b^ the hand ; 
The beast, made wild by sudden harm. 
So fiercely snorting, that the man 
With all his speed escaping ran — 
He ran — ana saw a well that lay, 
As chance might have it, in the way : 
E 2 
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Hie heard the camel snort so near 

As almost maddened him with fear, 

And crawled into the well, yet there 

Fell not, but dangled in mid air ; 

For from the fissure in the stone. 

Which lined the sides, a bush had grown — 

To this he clung with all his might. 

From thence lamenting his sad plight : 

He saw, what time he looked on h^h, 

The beast's head perilously nigh, 

Keady to drag him back again. 

He looked into the bottom then, 

And there a dragon he espied. 

Whose horrid jaws were yawning wide. 

Agape to swallow him alive. 

As soon as he should there arrive. 

But as he hung two fears between, 

A third by that poor wretch was seen ; 

For where the bush by which he clung 

Had from the broken wall outsprung. 

He saw two mice precisely there. 

One black,* one white, — a stealthy pair; — 

He saw the black one and the white 

How at the root by turns thejr bite : 

They gnaw, thev puU, they dig, and still 

The earth lliat held its fibres spill. 

Which as it rustling downward ran. 

The dragon to look up b^an. 

Watching how soon the shrub and all 

It carried would together fall. 

The man in anguish, fear, despair, 
Beleagured, threatened every where, 
In state of miserable doubt 
In vain for safety gazed about. 
But as he looked around him so, 
A twig he spied, and on it grow 
Ripe berries from their laden stalk, 
Then his desire he could not balk. 
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When these did once his eye engage, 
He saw no more the camel s rage, 
Kor dragon in the undergroTind, 
Nor game the busy mice nad found. 
The beast above might snort and blow. 
The dragon watch his prey below. 
The mice gnaw near hun as they pleased. 
The berries eagerly he seized ; 
They seemed to him right good to eat, 
A pleasant mouthful, welcome treat! 
They brought him such a keen delight, 
His danger was forgotten quite. 

But who is this yivin man 

Who thus forget his terror can ? 

Then know, O friend ! that man art thou. 

Listen, and I will tell you how : 

The dragon in the well beneath, 

That is uie yawning gulph of death ; 

The camel threatening over head, 

Is life's perplexity and dread. 

'Tis thou who, life and death between, 

Hangest on this world's sapling green; 

And they who gnaw the root, the twain 

Who their and thy support would fain 

Deliver unto death a prey, — 

These names the mice have — Night and Day« 

From mom to evening gnaws, the white, 

And would the root unrasten quite : 

From evening till the mom comes back, 

In deepest stillness gnaws the black ; 

And yet, in midst of these alarms 

The berry Pleasure has such charms. 

That thou — the camel of life's woe. 

That thou — the dragon death below. 

That thou — the two mice, Night and Day,^ 

And all forgettest, save the way 

To get most berries in thy power. 

And on the grave's cleft side devour. 

K. C. Tb£SC%^ ^ 
• E 3 ^ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



42 PO£TBT FOR 



BIRDS IN SUMMKR. 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Flitting about in each leafy tree ; — 
In the leafy ti'ees so broad and tall, 
Like a green and beautiful palace hall^ 
With its airy chambers, light and boon, 
That open to sun, and stars, and moon ; 
That open unto the bright blue sky, 
And the frolicksome winds, as they wander by! 

They have left their nests in the forest bough ; 
Those homes of delight they need not now ; 
And the young and old they wander out, 
And traverse Sieir green world round about ; 
And hark I at the top of this leafy hall, 
How,- one to the other, they lovingly call : — 
" Come up, come up I " they seem to say, 
" Where the topmost twigs in the breezes play!*' 

" Come up, come up, for the world is fair. 

Where the merry leaves dance in the summer air I** 

And the birds below give back the cry, 

" We come, we come to the branches high I '* 

How pleasant the life of the birds must be, 

Living in love in a leaif tree ; 

And away through the air what joy to go. 

And to look on me green, bright earth below I 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 

Skimming about on the breezy sea, 

Cresting the billows like silvery foam, 

And then wheeling away to its cliff-built home I 

What joy it must be to sail, upborne 

By a strong free wing, througn the rosy mom, 

To meet the jroung sun, face to face. 

And pierce, like a shaft, the boundless space I 
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How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
M^herever it listetb there to flee ; 
To ffo, when a joyful fancy calls, 
Dashing adown 'mong the watei^alls ; 
Then wheeling about, with its mates at play, 
Above and below, and among, the spray, 
Hither and thither, with screams as wild 
As the laughing mirth of a rosy child I 

What a joy it must be, like a living breeze, 
To flutter about 'mong the flowering trees ; • 
Lightly to soar, and to see beneath 
The wastes of the blossoming purple heath, 
And the yellow furze, like fields of gold^ 
That gladden some fairv remon old. 
On mountain tops, on the billowy sea, 
On the leafy stems of the forest tree. 
How pleasant the life of a bird must be I 

Mast Howitt 



THE GLOW-WORMC 

Beneath the hedge, or near the stream, 
A worm is known to stray ; 

That shows by night a lucid beam. 
Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been, and still prevail, 
From whence his rays proceed ; 

Some give that honour to his tail, 
And others to his head. 

But this is sure— the hand of night» 

That kindles up the skies. 
Gives him a modicimi of light 

Proportion'd to his size. 
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Perhaps Indulgent Nature meant, 
By such a lamp bestow'd, 

To bid the traveller, as he went, 
Be careful where he trod : 

Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small. 

To show a stumbling-stone by night. 
And save him from a fall. 

Whatever she meant, this truth divine 

Is legible and plain, — 
*Tis powV almightv bids him shine, 

Nor bids him shine in vain. 

Yeproud and wealthy, let this theme 
l«ach humbler thoughts to you, 

Since such a reptile has its gem . 
And boasts its splendour too. 



COWPBE. 



THE HORNED OWL. 



In the hollow tree, in the old grey tower, 

The spectrd: owl doth dwell ; 

Dull, nated, despised in the sunshine hour. 

But at dusk he *s abroad and well. 

Not a bird of the fbrest e'er mates with him ; 

All mock him outright by day ; 

But at night, when the woods grow still and dim, 

The boldest will shrink away. 

O when the nisht falls, and roosts the fowl. 

Then, then is Sie reign of the homed owl I 

And the owl hath a bride who is fond and bold, 
And loveth the wood*s deep gloom ; 
And, with eyes like the shme of the moon-stone cold. 
She awaiteth her ghastly groom. 
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Not a feather she moves, nor. a c$urol she sings, 

As she waits in her tree so still ; 

But when her heart heareth his flapping wings 

She hoots out her welcome shrill I 

O when the moon shines, and dogs do howl, 

Then, then is the joy of the homed owl I 

Mourn not for the owl, nor his gloomy plight I 

The owl hath his share of good ; 

If a prisoner he be in the broad day-light, 

He is lord in the dark green wood. 

Nor lonely the bird, nor his ghastly mate. 

They are each unto each a pride ; 

Thrice fonder, perhaps, since a strange dark fate 

Hath rent them from all beside ! 

So when the night falls, and dogs do howl, 

O then is the reign of the homed owl ! 

We know not alway 

Who are kings by day 

But the king of tne night is the bold brown owl ! 

BaBST CoBNWAIiL. 



THE PET LASIB. 

The dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink ; 
I heard a voice ; it said, " Drink, pretty creature, 

drink ! " .-» 
And, lookii^ o'er the hedge, before me I espied 
A snow-white mountain lamb, with a maiden at its 

side. _ 

No other sheep were near, the lamb was all SJone, 
And by a slender cord was tether'd to a stone ;*^ 
With one knee on the grass did the little maiden 

kneel, - 
While to that mountain lamb she gave its evening 

meal. 
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The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper 

took, 
Seem*d to feed with head and ears, and his tail with 

pleasure shook : — 
** Drmk, pretty creature, drink," she said, in such a 

tone, 
That I almost received her heart into mj own. 

*Twa8 little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty 

rare I -f 
I watch'd them with delight, they were a lovely pair : 
Now with her empty can the maiden turned away ; 
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps she did 
. stay. ^ 

Towards the lamb she lookM ; and from that shady 

place 
I, unobserved, could see the workings of her face : 
If nature to her tongue could measured nimibers 

bring, 
Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little maid might 

sing:— ^ 

" What ails thee, young one ? what ? why pull so at' 

thy cord ? 
Is it not well with thee ? well both for bed and board ? 
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be ; 
Rest, little young one, rest ; what is H that aileth thee ? 

'' What is it thou wouldst seek ? what is wanting to 

thy heart ? 
Thy limbs, are they not strong ? And beautiful thou 

art; ^ 

This grass is tender grass ; these flowers, they have 

no peers ; 
And that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears I _^ 

/ "If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen 
chain, 

ch is standing by, its covert thou canst gam 



_,^niU|^ech 
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For rain and mountain storms I the like thou need*8t 

not fear — 
The rain and storm are things that scarcely can come 

here. 

'* Rest, little young one, rest ; thou hast forsot the day 
"When my father found thee first in places far away : 
Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert own'd 

Dv none, 
And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone. 

" He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee 

home: 
A blessed day for thee I then whither wouldst thou 

roam ? 
A faithful nurse thou hast ; the dam that did thee 

yean 
Upon the mountain tops no kinder could have been. 

" Thou know'st that twice a day I have brought thee 

in this can 
Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran ; 
And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with 

dew, 
I bring diee draughts of milk, — ^warm milk it is and 

new. / 

f 

*' Thy limbs will shortly be twice as stout as they are 

now. 
Then I *11 yoke ihee to my cart, like a poney in the 

plough; 
My playmate thou shalt be ; and, when the wind is 

cold, K" 
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy 

fold. 

" It will notj will not rest! — Poor creature, can it be 
That 'tis thy mother's heart which is working so in 
thee? 
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Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear, 
And dreams of things whicli thou canst neither see 
nor hear. 

''Alas! the mountain tops that look so green and fair, 
Tve ^eard of fearful winds and darkness that come 

there \ ^ 
The little brooks that seem all pastime and all plaj, 
When they are angry, roar like lions for their prey. 

" Here thou need*st not dread the raven in the sky ; 
Night and day thou art safe, — our cottage is hard by. 
Why bleat so after me ? Why pull so at thy chain ? 
Sleep-*- and at break of day I will come to thee 
again I ** 

— As homeward through the lane I went with lazy 

feet, 
This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat ; 
And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line by line. 
That but half of it was hers, and one half of it was 

mine. : 

Again, and once again, did I repeat the song ; 

" Nay,** said I, '' more than half to the damsel must 

belong, 
For she look*d with such a look, and she spake with 

such a tone, 
That I almost received her heart into my own.**'- 

WOEDSWOETH. 



THE WATERFALL AND THE BRIAB ROSE. 

" Begone, thou fond presumptuous elf,** 

Exclaim*d a thundQ^g voice, 
" Nor dare to thrust t^ foolish self 

Between me and my vhoice!** 
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A fall of water swoln with snows 
Thus spake to a poor brier-rose, 

That all bespattered with his foam, 
And dancing high, and dancing low, 
Was living, as a child might know, 

In an unhappy home. 

** Dost thou presume my course to block ? 

Off, off! or, puny thing ! 
I *11 hurl thee headlong with the rock 

To which thy fibres cling." 
The flood was tyrannous and strong ; 
The patient brier suffered long. 

Nor did he utter groan or sigh. 
Hoping the danger would be passed ; 
But seeing no relief, at last 

He ventured to reply. 

" Ah ! ** said the brier, " blame me not ; 

Why should we dwell in strife ? 
We who in this, our natal spot, 

Once lived a happy life I 
You 8tirr*d me on my rocky bed — 
What pleasure through my veins you spread I 

The summer long, from day to day 
My leaves you freshened and bedew'd ; 
Nor was it common gratitude 

That did your cares repay. 

" When spring came on with bud and bell, 

Among these rocks did I 
Before you hang my wreath, to tell 

That gentle days were nigh ! 
And in me sultry summer hours 
I sheltered you with leaves and flowers ; 

And in my leaves, now shed and gone, 
The linnet lodged, an& for us two 
Chanted his pretty songs, when you 

Had little voice or none." 
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What more he said I cannot tell. 

The stream came thundering down the dell. 

And gallop* d loud and fast ; 
I listened, nor aught else could hear : 
The brier quaked, and much I fear 

Those accents were his last. 

WOBDSWOBTH. 



GOOD TEMPER. 

Since trifles make the sum of human things, 

And half our misery from our foibl^ springs ; 

Since life's best joys consist in peace and ease, 

And few can save, or serve, but all can please : 

Oh I let the ungentle spirit learn from hence, 

A small unkindness is* a great offence. 

Large bounties to bestow, we wish in vain ; 

But all may shun the guilt of giving pun. 

To bless mankind with tides of flowmg wealth, 

With power to grace them, or to crown with health, 

Our little lot denies ; but Heaven decrees 

To all, the gift of ministering to ease. 

The gentle offices of patient love. 

Beyond all flattery, and all price above ; 

The mild forbearance of another's fault ; 

The taunting word suppressed as soon as thought ; 

On these Heaven bade the sweets of life depend. 

And crush*d ill-fortime, when it made a friend. 

A solitary blessing few can find ; 

Our joys with those we love are intertwined ; 

And he, whose wakeful tenderness removes 

The obstructing thorn, which wounds the friend he 



Smooths not another's rugged path alone, 
But scatters roses to adorn his own. 
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Small slights, contempt, neglect unmixed with hate, 
Make up in number what they want in weight ; 
These, and a thousand griefs, minute as these, 
Corrode our comforts, and destroy our peace. 

H. MOBE. 



THE GLOTH-WOBKERS. 

A pleasant time in the month of May 

Is the earliest summer weather. 
When the shepherds conie, at the shearing day. 

And drive their flocks together ; 
And the village is out in its gayest trim. 
And the rams ai*e led to the river's brim, 
And are caught. 
And are taught. 
One by one, how to swim. 

For England*s sheepwalks are fair and wide ; 

Her pastures her glory and pleasure ; 
Her wool is her staple, her flocks are her pride. 
And the cloth that they yield is her treasure ; 
So firm in its texture, so fine in its form. 
So ready for Christmas, so proof to the storm. 
Made to wrap. 
In its nap, 
Hearts as sound and as warm ! 

We are not pent in the dingy room 

Of a city-lane, as many ; 
Where the sun never snmes, and the plants never 
bloom. 
And air they scarce have any : 
As we go to our work, as we stand in the mills. 
We can look on the Gloucestershire valleys and hills, 
Hear the breeze 
On the trees, 
See the foam of iJieir rills I 
F 2 
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In the mill, where wefuU^ the woven wo< 

The water is evermore pouring ; 
And the mallets fall, both one and all, 

And the wheels are revolving and roaring : 
And then, that onr broad -cloth may keep up its fame, 
We must stretch it with care on the tenter-frame^; 
And there 
Give it air. 
Or our work is to blame I 

The fulling is done, and the felting^ comes next. 

That our stuff may be matted the tighter ; 
And then with the teazles^ the cloth must be vexed, 

That its gloss m^ be better and brighter : 
When the dressing^ h over, the finish is near. 
We have but to stretch out the piece, and to shear : 
Well begun 
Is half done, — 
And our hands will be clear I 

And we, in the troublesome world where we live, 

Have a teazling to suffer full often : 
We must take it with patience, must give and forgive, 

Its end is to smooth and to soften : 
111 looks and hard sayings are teazing enough. 
But they brighten our looks, and they better our stuff, 
And are friends 
In their ends. 
Though their friendship be rough ! 

1 The process of ^W/nw consists in constantly exposing the cloth 
to the action of water, at the same time tliat it is stamped and beaten 
by mallets, in order that its impurities may be remoTcd. 

• Tenter-firame is made by a number of upright posts, fixed in the 
open air, with continuous horiiontal rails, on which the cloth is 
stretched. 

3 In milling or felting, the cloth is spread over with soap and again 
fulled: by this operation the fibres of the wool are more closely 
matted and mixed together. 

4 In the teasling or dressing, the nap of the doth is raised hj a 
kind of thistle called teazles. 
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THE FISHEEMAN S SONG. 

Come, messmates ! His time to hoist our sail ; 

It is fair as fair can be ; 
And the ebbing tide and the northerly gale 

Will carry us out to sea. 
So down with the boat from the beach so steep ; 

We must part with the setting sun ; 
For ere we can spread out our nets in the deep, 

We've a weary way to run. 

As through the night-watches we drift about. 

We'll think of 3ie times that are fled, 
And of Him who once calFd other fishermen out 

To be fishers of men instead. 
Like us, they had hunger and cold to bear ; 

Rough weather, like us, they knew ; 
And ELe who guarded them by his care 

FuU often was with them too I 

'Twas the fourth long watch of a stormy night, 

And but little way they had made. 
When He came o'er the waters and stood in their sight, 

And their hearts were sore afraid ; 
But He cheer'd their spirits, and said, It is I, 

And then they could fear no harm ; 
And though we cannot behold Him nigh. 

He is guarding us still with His arm. 

They had toil'd all the night, and had taken nought ; 

He conunanded the stormy sea ; 
They let down their nets, and of fishes caught 

A hundred and fifty-three. 
And good success to our boat He will send, 

If we trust in His mercy aright ; 
For He pitieth those who at home depend 

On what we shall take to-night. 

F 3 

Digitized by V^OOQ IC 



M POETBT FOB 

And if ever in danger and fear we are toss*d 

About on the stormy deep, 
We '11 tell how they once thought that all was lost, 

When their Lord " was fast asleep :" 
He sav'd them then — He can save us still — 

For His are the winds and the sea ; 
And if He is with us, we'll fear no ill, 

Whatever the danger be. 

Or if He see fit that our boat should sink, 

By a storm or a leak, like lead. 
Yet still of the glorious day we '11 think, 

When the sea shall yield her dead ; 
For they who depart in His faith and fear 

Shall find that their passage is short 
From the troublesome waves that beset life here, 

To tJie everlasting port. 

Neale, 



CASABIANOA. 

Young Casablanca, a boy about thirteen years old, ion to the ad- 
miral of L'Orient, remained at his post (in the battle of the Nile) 
after the ship had taken fire, and all the guns had been abandoned ; 
and the gallant youth perished in the explosion of the vessel, when 
the flames had reached the powder. 

The boy stood on the burning deck 

Whence all but him had fled ; 
The flame that Ht the battle's wreck 

Shone round him o'er the dead. 
Yet beauti^ and bright he stood, 

As bom to rule the storm ; 
A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud though childlike form ! 

The flames roll'd on — he would not go « 

Without his father's word ; 
That father, faint in death below, 

His voice no longer heard. 
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He called aloud :--«' Saj, father ! say 

If jet mj task is done ? ** 
He Imew not that the chieftain lay 

Unconscious of his son. 

'* Speak, fadier 1 ** once again he cried, 

«« If I may jet be gone I 
And ** — but the booming shots repliedt 

And fast the flames rofied on. 
Upon his brow he felt their breath. 

And in his waring hair, 
And lookM from that lone post of death 

In still jet brave despair I 

And shouted but once more aloud, 

'«Mj father, must I staj?** 
While o*er him fast, throimh sail and shroud. 

The wreathing 'fira macte waj ; 
They wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 

Tne J caught the flas on high, 
And streamed above the gallant child. 

Like banners in the skj. 

There came a burst of thimder sound — 

The bo J — oh ! where was he ? 
Ask of the winds, that &r aroimd 

With fragments strewed the sea I 
With mast, and helm, and pennon fair, 

That well had borne their part — 
But the noblest thin^ which p^ished there 

Was that joung faithful heart I 

Hbmans. 
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THE BURIAL OF SIB JOHN HOORE AT CORUNNA. 

Not a drum was heard, nor a fiineral note, 
As his corse to the ramparts we hurried : 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
On the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night, 
The sod with our bayonets turning. 
By the struggling moonbeam*s misty light, 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless co^ enclosed his breast, 
Nor in sheet, nor in shroud we wound him : 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial coat around hmi. 

Few and short were the prayers we said, 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow : 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, 

And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought, as we hoUow'd his narrow bed, 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 
The foe and the stranger woiud tread o*er his head, 
And we far away on me billow. 

Lightly they *U talk of the spirit that *s gone, 
And o er his cold ashes upbraid him, — 
But little he'll reck if they let him sleep on, 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done 
When the clock struck the hour for retiring. 
And we heard the distant random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 
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Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 
We carved not a line and we raised not a stone, 
But we left him alone with his glory. 

WouTB. 



BATTLE OF THE BALTIC. 

Of Nelson and the North 

Sing the slorious day*s renown. 

When to battle fierce came forth 

All the might of Denmark^s crown, 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone ; 

By each gun the lighted brand. 

In a bold determined hand, 

And the Prince of all the land 

Led them on. — 

Like leviathans afloat, 

La^ their bulwarks on the brine ; 

While the sign of battle flew 

On the lofty British line ; 

It was ten of April mom by the chime ; 

As they drifted on their path 

There was silence deep as death ; 

And the boldest held his breath, 

For a time. — 

But the might of England flushed 

To anticipate the scene : 

And her van the fleeter rush*d 

0*er the deadly space between. 

** Hearts of oak our captains cried! when 

each gun 
From its adamantine lips 
Spread a death shade round the shipS| 
Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 
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Agfun I again I again ! 

And the havoc did not slack, 

Till a feeble cheer the Dane 

To our cheering sent us back ; — 

Their shots along the deep slowlj boom : — 

Then ceasM — and all is wail, 

As they strike the shattered sail. 

Or in conflagration pale, 

Light the gloom. '■ — 

Out spoke the "Victor then, 

As he haird them o'er the wave, 

" Ye are brothers I ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save : 

So peace instead of death let us bring. 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet. 

With the crews, at England's feet. 

And make submission meet 

To our King." — 

Then Denmark blest our chief, 

And he gave her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of joy and grief, 

From her people wildly rose ; 

As death withdrew his shade from the day. 

While the sun look'd smiling bright 

O'er a wide and woefiil sight, 

When the fires of fun'ral light 

Died away. — 

Now ioy old England, riuse I 
For the tidings of thy might. 
By the festal cities' blaze. 
While the wine-cup shines in light ; 
And yet amidst the joy and uproar, 
Let us think of them mat sleep 
Full many a fathom deep. 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 
Elsinore I — 
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Braye hearts to Britain's pride, 
Once so faithful and so true, 
.On the deck of fame had died 
With the gallant, good Rioa. * 
Soft sigh the winds of Heav'n o'er the grave ! 
While the billow moumfUl rolls, 
And the mermaid's song condoles, 
Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave I 

Camfbeix. 



BOADICEA. 
AK ODB. 

When the Britbh warrior queen. 
Bleeding from the Roman rods. 

Sought, with an indignant mien. 
Counsel of her country's gods, 

Sage beneath the spreading oak 

Sat the Druid, hoary chief; 
Every burning word he spoke 

Fiul of rage, and full of grief. 

* " Princess ! if our aged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 
*T is because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

" Rome shall perish — write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt ; 

Perish, hopeless and abhorr'd. 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

I Captain Riou, justly called the gallant and good, by Lord M«Uon, 
when he wrote home hk dispatches. 
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" Rome, for empire far renown'd, 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground — 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates I 

^ Other Romans shall arise, 
Heedless of a soldier's name ; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame. 

^ Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land, 

Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider world command 

^ Regions Caesar never knew 
Thy posterity shall sway ; 

Where his eagles never flew. 
None invincible as they." 

Such the bard's prophetic words, 
Pregnant with celestial fire, 

Bending as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch's pride. 
Felt them in her bosom glow : 

Rush'd to battle, fought and died ; 
Dying, hurl'd them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud, 

Heav'n awards the vengeance due ; 

Emnire b on us bestow'd, 
Sname and ruin wut for you. 

COWPEB. 
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OK CHRISTMAS. 

Heap on the wood I the wind is chill ; 

But let it whistle as it will, 

We*ll keep our merry Christmas stilL 

And well our Christian ores of old 

Loyed when the year its course had roll'd. 

And brought blithe Christmas back again, 

With all his hospitable train. 

Domestic and religious rite 

Gave honour to the holy night : 

On Christmas eve the liells were rung ; 

On Christmas eve the mass was sung ; 

The damsel donn'd her kirtle sheen ; 

The hall was dress*d with holly green ; 

Forth to the wood did merry men go, 

To gather in the mistletoe. 

Then open*d wide the baron*8 hall 

To vassal, tenant, serf, and aU. 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And Ceremony dofiTd his pride. 

All hail*d, with uncontroli d delight 

And general voice, the happy night 

That to the cottage, as the crown, 

Brought tidings of salvation down. 

The nre, with well dried logs supplied. 

Went roaring up the chimney wide ; 

The huse haU-table*8 oaken face 

Scrubb d till it shone, the day to grace, 

Bore then upon its massive hoard 

No mark to part the squire and lord. 

Then was brought in tne lusty brawn 

By old blue-coated serving-man ; 

Then the ^rim boar's head firown'd on high. 

Crested with bays and rosemary. 

There the huge sirloin reek'd : hard by 

Plum porridge stood, and Christmas pie ; 

G 
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Nor faiFd old Scotland to produce 

At such high tide her savoury ^oose. 

Then came the merry maskers m, 

The carols roar*d wiUi blithesome din ; 

If immelodioufl wad the song, 

It was a hearty note, and strong. 

Who lists may in their mumming see 

Traces of ancient mystery ; 

White shirts supplied the masquerade, 

And smutted cheeks the visors made ; 

But, oh what masquers, richly dight, 

Can boast of bosoms half so light ! 

England was merry England, when 

Old Christmas brought nis sports again. 

*Twas Christmas broach'd the mightiest ale ; 

*Twas Christmas told the merriest tale ; 

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer 

The poor man s heart through half the year. 

Sib Walteb Scc«t. 



WINTER. 

Ko longer autumn^s flowing red 
Upon our forest hills is shed ; 
No more beneath the evening beam 
Fair Tweed reflects their purple gleam ; 
Away hath passed the heamer-beU 
That bloom d so rich on Needpath fell ; 
Sallow his brow, and russet bare 
Are now the sister heights of Yair. 
The sheep before the pinching heaven. 
To sheltered dale and down are driven, 
Where yet some faded herbage pines, 
And yet a watery simbeam shines. 

In meek despondency thejr eye 
The wither'a sward and wintry sky. 
The shepherd shifts his mantlets fold. 
And wraps him closer from the cold ; 
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His doffs no merrj circles wheel, 
But shivering, follow at his heel ; 
A cowering glance they oflen cast. 
As deeper moans the gathering blast. 

My imps, though hardy, bold, and wild. 
As best befits the mountain child, 
Feel the sad influence of the hour, 
And wail the daisy's vanished flower ; 
Their summer gambols tell, and mourn. 
And anxious aS:, — Will spring return. 
And birds and lambs again be gay. 
And blossoms clothe the hawthorn spray ? 

Yes, prattlers, yes. The dfusy*s flower 
Again shall paint your summer bower ; 
Again the hawthorn shall supply 
Tlie garlands you delight to tie ; 
The lambs upon the lea shall bound, 
The wild birds carol to the round, 
And while you frolic light as they, 
Too short shall seem the summer day. 

Sib Walter Scott. 
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PART IIZ. 



FOLLOW CHRIST. 
" Jestts laith unto them, Follow me ; and .... thej followed Him.*' 

Thb sheep who know the shepherd's tone 

Delij^ht to' hear his Yoice ; 
His guiding waj becomes their own, 
His wish their willing choice : 
So is it with regenerate souls, 
Whose love the law of g^ace controuls ; 
Let but the Shepherd of the Spirit call, — 
Like echoes ihej reply, and leave their dearest all I 

So was it in the Church of old : — 

As walking bjr the sea 
The Lord of Mercy did behold 
The twin elect of Galilee, — 
Two fishers there, who cast the net 
The produce of tne lake to set ; 
But when that " Follow me ! ** from (Strist was heard, 
The laden ships thej left^ responsive to His word. 

So is it now ; if hearts be true 
To Him whose shepherd-crj 
Will never cause the neart to rue, 
. If sovereign Wisdom trj 

How mueh for Him we dare to be ! — 
Abroad, at home, by land or sea, 
On crowded mart, or in resounding street. 
Where all the mingled tides of sin and struggle meet. 
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XfaiAS to the puljlican there came 

A^ "Follow tne, that drew 
His lieart to hear that holy N^me 
"WTiich heaven proclaim'^d the true ; 

All enrcunxstance, and scene, and lot. 
The den, the dungeon, or the cot,— 
Ijpt but -fcHe voice of duty call us there, 
And Fa-i"*!! may hallow each by watchfulness and 
prayeac"- 

L,o^«^^ »6ed not quit the humblest call, 

:|3^tit calmly work and wait ; 
OuJtr safety dwells where duties all 
A-"^J^d our mortal state ; 

^essiah did not die to give 
lEach heai^t the choice where faith would live - 
"Bntthis ^K® grants to all who seek for grace, — * 

The gui<3i^nce of His truth, and glory of His face. 

Yes^ ** follow me! "be this the word, 

ITlie motto of our lives ; 
Morii' noon, and night, let such be heard, 
W Jere sin, or Satan strives ; 

Should passion rage, or pride begin, 
Or treason-banners rise within, — 



us every where I 



In all we feel or fancy, do or dare. 
Let Thy mild "Follow me," pursue 

Great Captain of the meek and good. 

Whose crimson guilt and stain 
Shall never, ihrouffh Thine awful blood, 

Assail their souS again '- 

In self-denial, gSW; or l<^ 
In aU we have of care ^^^ ^^^» 
Thy hand of mercy out of heav-at^ Ijestow, 
And let us feel ite grasp whe*^5^^^^^*tep8 g^j 
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»V Ve^ 



Never w^t.^v'^ * ^^^ ^^ i2>- ^ 

^^ -^ Digitized by L^OOgJ^^ 



/ 



Hover »*^i^»iffbt **» b^^ 

^ djr&BJOA ^y ^ kindles ^^r, 

Thori, -w-bo^ price, ««(/!: «<}rf 
Thy rate «"f,^ verier, J?4; 

Rhyme **^t t^d *«» .►T® « fc 
if Sou wiJt diei tl7 % soul 
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He -tlx&t lovGJS God* 3 abode, and 
'^^Titilx sAiJits on Gortliy aliaJl one 

Sura. •aj> at ni^ht rw^li&t *Jhoix hast 

.Ajid in the xMiomixxg, -wlxsLt tliou i 

JOi'ess and vmcbrGas tJxy aovH : mai 

^^^Jid grcmrth o£ it : i:f ^witH thy wn 

Se cZoTna, tlien Tirin<i up* tootfc; sio 

2!d:ost suTGljr Jizd^^a, fxxaJb:e thy ace 



Of .A. T E CRISM. 
To ^i^'^itfi^^i^ »* ra^^ 

Ana y«*^^^f J»ci-ea «ir, an, 



il 



1' or-ci » little ol 

And io^'^^b^^^-J'it^si^Tt. 

With cfixidi-e« 1^ ^aiir ^* 
To meet *lie«» '^I%^lt0^ 

And to 2ii9 »r-.«»* '^ 

mat tSiougb ^^''"i^z.fc , 



-tratted trom ""-j? 
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^> loved j^e^'ef, 
^^ thy 1„°°«« sink. 
*eirjj;*':« relief;' 



^OSoii 



*^ Hast th "L 

'yjaessengerej 

^' sorroTp- t^ 
roguish of 5f"?^*"' 

"»oi surprises: 

; -Brittin^ "> <""• ears} 

eternal 1°"'" ^""^'ences ; 
"^^ hopes and fears. 

« Wows quite aw^f 

Hebbeet 



^^eep to see 
^ So soon ; 

^ ^is noon. 
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O rea^ncJxe boll 

1^® ®^ Its gl^ss, 

,^ T[>y an u 

O^^^'^^xt confoi 

^^^ Can reach 

But »s *^®^ grov 
gmootn ana unai 

X love to view tib 

A eiXV^ Digitized by GoOglc 
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'ith perchance to make a pleasant rhyme, 
ich maj profit in the aftertime. 

hough abroad perchance I might appear 

Harsh and austere, 

se who on my leisure would intrude 

Keserved and rude, 
3 at home amid my friends Td be 
uhe high leaves upon the holly tree. 

should my youth, as youth is apt I know, 

Some harshness show, 
ain asperities I day by day 

Would wear away, 
the smooth temper of my age shoidd be 
3 the high leaves upon the holly "tree. 

1 as when all the summer trees are seen 

So bright and green, 
e holly leaves their fadeless hues display 

Less bright than they ; 
it when the bare and wintry woods we see, 
hat then so cheerful as the holly tree : 

serious should my youth appear among 

The thoughtless throng, 
^o would I seem among the young and gay 

Mc^re grave than they, 
rhat in my age as cheerful I might be 
As the green winter of the holly tree. 

SOUTHBT 
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Weave, brothers, -vv^GeL-%rG I Swiftly ^ 
The shuttle attiwaarfc -the loom^ t:V 
And show us how ferig-htlx yo^ir j:| ^t^s. 
That have bea-ixtjjr l^Tit; no peift:^^ V 

Come show us tHe i-ose Tv^ith a 4^^^V^ 
_The lilj that hiatjlx ixo sj^ot ; '<V\'^ % K 
The violet deep as jr^^^"^ true iov. ^^. i ^ r;^ 
And the little for^e*-i»e-iiot jT ^^ ^rl ^ 

Sing— sing-, l>i-43tliers, we^/' ^ H . 
'Tis good botlx -to sin^ «^(J^^ ^, ^> 
'Tis better to -vsrc^x-^ t.han £ |> . >^^ 
'Tis better to sIt^S *^^° *(i^ j^S^ ^> 

Weave, brothers, vsreave / W' ^^\}^^ ^f^,^. 
The colours of sianset ^^ot^,^^ S^%%>^ 

Let grace in eacli ^l^^'^n^fW V ^V ^^iT' 
Let beauty aI>oizt jrau. WOk\ ^ *^^. ®: 

Let your skein "be lon^, ancj ^^^ ^ 
And your hands both £n^ S>^^ ^ . ^C?> 

And time nor chance shall k ^>. <i-^ ^ ^'^a 
But all-like a tm^^-el^^^^. ^^V/ 

Weave, brothers, yveave .^ ^ V^f^ .^k,®/ 

But toil is the lot ofm^^ I >, / ^ 

One gathers the frtift, on^ ^ .* ^^^ ^ %^^ 

One soweth ' - 'v ^* o 

There is not a ^^/ 

TotJhepeasa if^ 

Ihat knows ha] 

I^he have no ^ 
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A man thinks light of wrong or right, that never sees 

^ the sun ; 
•^"it* in the place where darkness dwells, are deeds of 
rp. darkness done ; 

J-ue evil jest, the hardened breast, — we know them 
rpj both, — and worse, 

"^**® heart that cares for nothing, and the blasphemy 
and curse. 

^®« time seems long in passing! — But time will 
jj , pass away ; 

^^** thing we thought, each deed we wrought, will 
Til have its reckoning-day : 

^ ^^eeds we did in secret shall be shown in all 
7*, men's sight, 

"^^Q Wordd we spoke in darkness shall be published 
in lihe light I 

*or Hq^ <who bade the husbandman to plough and 

•U-ath his ^y^^ upon the miner in the lode so dark 

and d?®P • . 
^t us tr^u-st in Him at all times, — let us only do his 

will? 

And He, w^o heard our cry of late, can guide and 
gvi»r<i us still. 

Grod bless *^® "^*^ *® whom we owe the thanks of all 

our lives ; 
For savixi^ from their bondage our children and our 

•wives : 
Glod bless ^® ^^^ ^^^ dared alone the mmers* cause 

to ple^ ? 
That bravely came to end our shame, and help us in 
our need I 
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He li^l*^ 
Ana »^^ 
Ana ip^j^ 

The ac>^ 

Its i«^*^£: 

All x-oix*^*^ 

Wh»* ^ * 

Far ii» *^^^ 
Remote ^^ 

From trace 

There sometJ 
Send through 
The cra^ ^^1 
In sympnoi^y 
Thither the ^^ 



d by Google 



POETRY rO» 

wrmSB^^^^SLms ; aiid the soixnding' blast, 
* i-fc oould, would. liiiXT^ past ; 
-^ ^^xiormous barrier* "biricls it fast. 

^ z^Vrom boding tbioii^bts, a while 
.-«-_^5^a.^i-d stood: tben makes his way 
'^^^ -fc-li.^ <iOo» ^'®^ rocks and stones, 

-w^- X:y ^^ ^® may ; 
■^^ - ^^id gone before be fbixnd 
^j^eleton on tbe ^oixnd ; 



-jj'ci discoverer -with a sigb 
J^^** -j3<3^ to learn tbe bistory. 

^^ abrupt and perilous rocks 
^^-^-^^^^jt^ fallen, tbat place of fear ! 
Br3- "^li-pon the shepherd's mind. 
^T^»- ^^^3. all is clear : 
^^^ ?\^ x-ecalVd the name, 
^-^^». 't' ^^ -v^as, and whence be came ; 
^*^ li^^l too, the very day 
L^^:»-^ -- ^e traveller pass'd. this way. 

:^-^^^ _^,3-^oii<i®^^ for whose sake 

,:^ -^,:»-^^j>-ttTftent of word.s 
g^^^ .^:^> ^j^icrits well. 

^ y^^^\C^^ Still was hovering nigb, 
:0^^^^^^^& same timid cry, 

r-^ _^ -«^^ l^een through three months' space 
C^^S^^ ^^^ -fcliat savage place. 

^^^ ^^^^^ P^^"^ ^^^ since the day 

^^ ^^j^^ fated traveller died. 
^:^^ ^^ .^atch'd about the spot, 

^^^^^-^^^^ti"^ here throuo;h such long time 
^ ^^^Z^y^^ ^^"^^ *'^^* love sublime : 
^0cr^ :^^^ strength of feeling, great 
^■^^^;;5,^^^^^^jg3Ciaii estimate. 

^'"^ ^^ORnsWOKTH. 
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-And, KritZi tlie jfix-mes*, laad the ^^^^ 
WB2-e ofJiei*s Jo:jr:fVxl, lie look'd si^^^. 

.wod lie x-el\isoc2 -vsritht £vittire W. t^^^^ 
^orkzxGw a, joy tJin,* ca: 
^ friend *o -v^ix-fcxi^, liijsr u 

i^azje o/* -tlxG j^ocn- I it; w< 

^o miss one :fd"v-orzx-, tv^Ii/cj 

^etfar tv^^js lie :ft"oxa stoic 

*^e feit liiimitMelj^, sixxd He 
■* oiark'ci lii;5 ax^-tioii^ TvJbcn 1 
-And liis old jriei^lil>oux- i?>j' oj:fe/jee r^* <^^^ 
The stiii tcajrs^ stGsJiTi^ tlown tbnt j^^l^^ 
Spoke -pitx pl^iziGT' tli^n the ^ngu^^:^^ ^ 
Ii pride wrejre lu'isr, '^ ff-^^ not //5^?>. ^ ^^^ 
Who, in tlieix- l>^:9re coTitGmpt^ ^«g>^^^^ 
^op pride in jrustic shiill, altbovigh y^^^^ 
^ one to superioi^^ ^Tid lils equals f"^ i; 
g"*> if that spirit in 2"^ ^^'t' ^^ ^^O^^^ 

d by GooqIc 



I'OETET FOB 



S'fAlVa';i|J-der:s tongue defied- 

In times severe. VS' misnamed Pnde- 

Jelt it his pridL H 5 ^^ "'^J'y ^ '*^^y ,^^*'^ 

Isaac their wftn?j.^!r ^<^°^ort to complain, , , , . , 

And feel inTw K^^^<i soothe, his own would hide. 

True to his c WK V^"'^^^ ^^ ^'^ ?"^^u 
Kept him at Krv^T -'^® ^^^^ ^o Sunday shower 

^4^ ^"abse^n^^;- t^^^ -Po^-* ^--• 
^nd view his s^r^ ^¥ ^^^^^ of prayer, 
I see no moro fiT^ ^^^ ^^S^ ^or Isaac there, 
^ound the balH ^®t.^^*« l<>«ks, thinly spread 
^o more that mi ^®^ of that honoured head ; 
^or the Dur** ^-^^^ *^d suppliant look in prayer, 
But he is bW ^ ^ (*« give it force) are there. — 
A wise ffood m* ^^*^ I lament no more 

man, contented to be poor. 



vr„ i sailor's tales. 

;5Juch would it »^i 

i;"e peaceful <i ** f *^ you sometimes to explore 

^0 view a sailrt^^ ^^^"^ of our borough poor ; 

*^'s y^ifQ besid ^^^^ retum'd from sea, 

;^d others ci^S-^^'^^ ^ ^^^^ ^^®®' 

«7fe,^^a^est Twvl?*'^ ^®^' ^^^^'^ '^^^^ ™*y ^^^® 

'^at danife^ ^*^^ of the welcome news ; 
j^ W^h, ^^ pressed, when seas ran mount-ains 

u^^en^^^^^ i^yed, and horrors veil'd the sky ; 
( '5^^®'* *he stT^^^ ^aii*d, when courage grew dismayed, 

J^gh ixx the *^^ fainted, and the wicked prayed; — 
^K-^*^ ^azeci ^^^^^^JJ^g^lf far down we drove, 
■Jul up that ^^^^ *^® billowy mount above ; 
^e view'ci ^^^^^utam swinging with the gale, 
5 ti^DiMiii^ x."^^"'^™ ^^ ^^® watery vale I •* 
^ i>a.rktiii«. ^ ^hildren look with steadfast eyes, 

sZeen a^v^Ir^ involuntary sighs ; 
^^* is lc>^ **^ ^^^ *<>n>id touch delays, 
^ Jr> o.nd piety, and praise. 

Cbabisb. 
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i:r.Bji,e^^ 



'Ti8pleaaHnt,by„ °*' 

yt tempests, 

;^a pause at 

faen Uaten to 

^d with an Si 

goo terror to^ 



y/»L, 




\^i,e deou i^;;-^ 

Digitiziby^^Ogle 



r ron 

migHtjr N'elson fell 
bs sHall gloTV 
ixgh. tlie deep, 

tempests Iuotv ; 
rages loixd and long 
empests "blow. 

LO l>TilTvar!k:s, 

the steep ; 

• the rnountaiii waves, 

be deep. 

'om her native oak 

»ods belo-w 

;he shore, 
r tempests "blow ; 
rages loud and long, 
tempests l>lo>v-. 

of JSngland 
bum, 

bled night depart, 
peace retiiim. 
»cean "warx-iors ! 
ast shall ftoTv 
jTOur name, 

L has ceased to blow ; 
fight is heard n.o more 
bas ceased to l>lovr. 



The v/U 
-The T^^3 

The <!^*i 

And «*j,ef 
Those s'»*='A 

Along t^f ,^ 
The »»»^ fc 

And caroW ' 
A thoiw»oa * 

' c«*«, to tb« tfalf * 

md, for th« noitparf. * 
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All newly bom ! both earth and sky 
Keep jubilee ; and more than all, 
Those boys with their green coronal ; 
They never hear the cry, 
That plaintive cry ! which up the hill 
Comes from the depth of Dungeon- Ghyll. 

Said Walter leaping from the gfound, 
" Down to the stump of yon old yew 
We'll for our whistles run a race." 

Away the shepherds flew. 

They leapt — they ran — and when they came 

Itight opposite to Dungeon- Ghyll, 

Seeing that he should lose the prize, 

" Stop ! ** to his comrade Walter cries — 

He stopp'd with no good will : 

Said Walter, then, " Your task is here, 

'Twill baffle you for half a year. 

" Cross, if you dare, where I shall cross — 

Come on, and in my footsteps tread ! " 

The other took him at his word, 

And followed as he led. 

It was a spot which you may see 

If ever you to Lan^aale go ; 

Into a chasm a mighty block 

Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock . 

The gulph is deep below ; 

And m a basin black and small 

Receives a lofty waterfall. 

With staff in hand across the cleft 
The challenger pursued his march ; 
And now, afi eyes and feet, hath gained 
The middle of the arch, ^ 
When list ! he hears a piteous moan — 
Again ! — his heart witnin him dies — 
His pulse is stopp'd, his breath is lost, 
He totters, palhd as a ghost. 
And, looking down, espies 
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A Iaianl:>, t;lia,^ JTn t^JttG jyool Is / 
Within t>iia,t; l>Ia<5lc £Lnd jfh^ht. 

The Jam I> Ix^cl sll^p^d izita the ^ 
And safe Tvrf^iaoxzt; .» birtzisG ojr m 
J'he catar-a<?* Lt£t€l hpoxmG him. cloip 

^s dam Sad sggt^ hliici Tvhen he /ht 
She saw^ "him down thei torx-Gnt bo ^ 
^d, wliile -vfrjtlji all a mother's Joi,^^ 
She irom tJbe lofibv rocks above ^ 
Sent fbrtii a crjr A^jrlom^ 
^e lamb^ still si^imraLin^ :roun(i ^ 
•«^ade ansvrej- ^o that plaintive sou ^ 

^en be liaci iGOjmt vrhat thing u 
*hat sent tli^sr xxze/iz7 cz-jo J^ w^een 
^e boj recov^ex-*cf Heart, and toJ^ 
^«e siffiit which he had seen. 
^th glsidly now delerr'd their t^slf 
^or was there wajrtting other aid^ 
^ poet, one who loves the broaks 
:gar better than the sage's boots, 
^7 chance had thither- str^y^i 
i^^Ji^ere the helpless ^^^^f^f J? 
^^ «iose huge rocks eMieompass d ^. 

An/l^'''^ gently ^''^-^^o^^l-^^^sH 
An uTe^^^rds x^? ^^ f ^l^ey took 
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THE HUNTING OP CHEVY CHASE. 

God prosper long our noble king, 

Our lives and safeties all ! 
A wofiil hunting once there did 
In Chery Chase befall : 

To drive the deer with hound and horn 

Earl Percy took his way ; 
The child may rue that is unborn 

Xhe hunting of that day. 

The s*<>^* Earl of Northumberland 

j^ vow to God did make, 
His pleasiwe in the Scottish woods 

l^ree summer days to take ; 

The cbiefest harts in Chevy Chase 

'j^^ kill and bear away. 
Thes« *i<iii^g8 to Earl Douglas came 

jjj Scotland, where he lay ; 

Who sent Earl Percy present word 
jje would prevent his sport. 

The English earl, not fearmg this, 
X> id to the woods resort, 

Witli fifteen hundred bowmen bold ; 

j^l chosen men of might, 
Who knew full well, in time of need, 

■X^o aim their shafts aright. 

The gallant greyhounds swiftly ran, 

To chase &e fallow deer : 
On Monday they beaan to hunt, 
When daylight did appear; 
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Sho^wr me, said he, whose men yon i>« 
That hunt so boldly here ; °® 

That^ without my consent, do clin«M» 
J^nd kiU my fallow deer ? "^ 

Xlie man that first did answer maJro 
Was noble Percy, he ; ^® 

"WTilO said. We list not to declare, 
Nor show whose men we be : 

Yet will we spend our dearest bloo*i 
Thy chiefest harts to slay. ^^^ 

Then Douglas made a solemn vo\r 
And thus in rage did say : • 

Ere thus I will outbraved be 

One of us two shall die ; 
I know thee well, an earl thou art. 

Lord Percy : so am I. ^ . 

Bnt, trust me, Percy, pity it were, 
. And great offence, to Ell ^ 

Any of these our harmless men, 
i^or th^ have done no ill. 

Let thou and I the battle try, 

And set our men aside ; 
A coward he, Lord Percy said. 

By whom this is denied. 

Then stepped a gallant squire forth, 
Witherington was liis name, 

Who said, f would not have it told 
To Henry our king, for shame, 

That e'er my captain fought on foot 

And I stood looking on : 
Ye be two earls, said Witherington, 

And I A squire alone. 
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With that there came an arrow keen 

Out of an English bow, 
Which struck Earl Douglas to the heart, 

A deep and deadly blow : 

Who never spoke more words than these. 

Fight on, my merry men all ! 
For why ? my life is at an end : 

Lord Percy sees my fall. 

Then leaving life, Earl Percy took 

The dead man by the hand ; 
.And said. Earl Douglas, for thy life 

Would I had lost my land ! 

A Knight amongst the Scots there was. 

Which saw Earl Douglas die. 
Who straight in wrath £d vow revenge 

Upon the Earl Percy : 

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
Who with a spear most bright, 

Well mounted on a gallant steed, 
Kan fiercely through the fight : 

And pass*d the English archers all. 

Without all dread or fear ; 
And through Earl Percy's body then 

He thrust his hateful spear : 

So thus did both these nobles die. 
Whose courage none could stain. 

An English archer then perceived 
The noble Earl was slain : 

He had a bow bent in his hand, 

Made of a trusty tree ; 
An arrow of a cloth yard long 

Up to the head drew he. 
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^ow God be with him, 0^^ our H^ino- 
Sith*t will no better l>e ; "^» 

I trust I have within my realm 
Five hundred good as He. 

Grod save the King, and bless the land 

Iix plenty, joy, and peace ; 
And grant, henceforth, that foul debate 

•'XVixt noblemen may cease. 

THE INVmClBLB ABMAD^. 

-A^ttend, aU 7© who list to hear our noble Eno^i«„^. 
Y praise ; "i5*anas 

^ tell of *lie thrice famous deeds she wrowo^i,^ • 
v^ ancient days, wrought m 

^^^n that great fleet invincible against her bore 



^ain 



^chest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts «f 
Tn5* ^as ^-bout the lovely close of a warm summer ^« 

^^ ea^^t twilight, on the waves He heaving m.r. 
^fc sunrf^^^ ^® ^«^*P^^ their van, by God»s especial 

-^^d tul^ tkn Pinta*, tiU the noon, had held her ol 

m cl***^^' , Close 

Forthwi*b a g^^d a* every ^n was placed along the 

The V>eacon blazed upon the roof of EdgecumK^' » 
lofty t«^ 5 "mbes» 

i^^lSSSSbe. near Plymouth. ' ^"^'^^^^ "^'"'^^ «^'P« of war. 
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Kight sank upon the dusky beach, and on the purple 

sea, 
Such nisht in England ne*er had been, nor e*er again 

shall be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Ljnn to 

Milford Bay, 
That time of sliunber was as bright and busy as the 

day; 
For swift to east and swift to west the ghastly 

war-flaine spread ; 
High on St. Michael's Mount ^ it shone: it shone on 

Beachy Head. 
Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each souths 

em shire. 
Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling 

points of fire. 
The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamar*s* glittering 

waves : 
The rus:ged miners poured to war firom Mendip*s 

sumess caves : 
O'er Longleat*s towers', o'er Cranboume's oaks^ the 

fiery herald flew : 
He roused the shepherds of Stonehenge, the rangers 

of Beaulieu.^ 
Bight sharp and quick the bells all night rang out 

from Bristol town. 
And ere the day three hundred horse had met on 

Clifton down ; 
The sentinel on Whitehall gate looked forth into the 

night, 
And saw o'erhanging Bichmond Hill the streak of 

blood-red light. 
The bugle's note and cannon's roar the deathlike 

silence broke, 
And with one start and with one cry, the royal cit 

woke. 



» A rock in Cornwall. « A river in Devonshire. 

' In Wilts, seat of the Marquis of Bath. 
* Dorsetshire. * lu New Forest. 
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t once on smSII it^j- 
fires ^ 
-At once t:Jz6 t"*^x/cZ ,a7j 
^ spix-es ^ 
■Prom all tlac? bs^l^-tGirlc 

-^nd ali tlie tJbLOTJ.S£i.I2C\ 

ioucJex- dt^f^T* r 
-^^<i from ^lie £uT-tljtGS 

-^^a the ibroa^ st^r-Gn.ms i 
. eaeli troHjrine^ stT-Gd 
-^«a broaclex- iStS7 ^>eo^ i 

. the din, 
"^ ftst froaa eT^Q^y 'fX' < 

A„, ^^ii#e GnraikcL yvGii 
^*^a roused in man j^ an a; 

^outWd^fi-om Surrey 
^'^« on bieat Hainpste^^ 

1 II "^' • * ^ 

KB & from Mil to b^ I 
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fill broad and fierce the star came forth on £ly*B 
stately fane\ 

And tower and hamlet rose in arms o*er all the bound- 
less plain ; 

Till Belvoir*8* lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent, 

And Lincoln sped the message on o*er the wide vale 
of Trent; 

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt^s em- 
battled pile', 

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of 
Carlisle. 

Macauult. 

1 Ely Cathedral. 

s Belroir in Leicestershire. 

* John of GflUBt built part of tbe castle of Lancaster. 



London: 

Spottmwoodbs and Shaw, 

New-ttreet- Square. 
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